Wheels and Butterflies

He that has loved the best
May turn from a statue
His too human breast.

O bitter reward

Of many a tragic tomb 1

And we though astonished are dumb

And give but a sigh and a word,

A passing word.

What makes your heart so beat ?
Is there no man at your side ?
When beauty is complete
Your own thought will have died
And danger not be diminished ;
Dimmed at three-quarter light,
When moon's round is finished
The stars are out of sight*

O bitter reward

Of many a tragic tomb !

And we though astonished ate dumb

And give but a sigh and a word,

A passing word.

[The Musicians return to their places^  Fand,  tie
Woman of tie Sidhe, enters and dances a dance
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